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Author's Notes: 
This was written for an exercise; names were not allowed and there were some other restrictions as well, so 
as to focus on characterisation to show identity. For reference, this photo is of Tré, Mike, and Billie, in that 


order. 


The One Constant 


Thick limbs wrapped around him, thumbs slipping beneath his waistband to lock onto his hips and tug him 
backwards, towards warmth. His body resisted instinctively: spine stiffening, hands clenching; pelvis tilting 
forward to prevent contact. Rigid and unyielding, or so it seemed, until his gaze met a solid expanse of bare 
skin as he was spun around and a hand tangled in sleep-mussed black curls, petting gently, a motion that in 
another situation could soothe him to sleep. That had done so, many sleepless nights on tour buses, in hotel 
rooms; even in the Bookmobile, so many years ago now, when they had all been young and his best friend had 


looked away with a smile upon realising what had changed between him and the newest member of their band. 


Blue eyes found his, forcing his chin up, and at the simple faith shining there - the devotion that had never 
changed - he crumpled against the broad chest. There were far too many thoughts in his head, crowding in on 
him like answers would magically appear, like everything would go back to the way it had been before. And 


there was too much emotion running rampant through him. 
Too much regret. 


The steady heart beating below his ear gave him comfort, and reminded him that anything worthwhile came 
with a price. That thought strummed through his head as strong arms lifted him off his feet and carried him 
down the hall, back to the bedroom from which nightmares had driven him. Back to the bed that had witnessed 
hundreds of acts of passion over the years, bodies writhing in one of the countless rhythms that came so 


naturally to his lover, before morning sunlight would creep in to find only one man dreaming there. 


Back to the bed they shared now. 


